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The Christmas Elf 


Author's Notes: 


wun 


You might find it helps to read this to the beat of The Nght Before Christmas. Sorry.. 


Twas the night before Christmas and all through the house, not a creature was stirring, not even a - 

Wait! What's that? There before the fire? It looks like.. 

Not a creature was stirring. 

Except for a suspiciously skinny Santa-like Elf. Dressed in a red, fur trimmed robe and with little pointed shoes 


upon his feet, he dashed back forth. Checking and re-checking, he smiled with glee, stacking brightly coloured 
gifts beneath the Christmas tree. 


Before the fire sat mince pies, a glass of milk and a carrot for Rudolph. Chuckling, Elf took a mouthful of pie 
and washed it all down with deliciously warm milk. The bells on his toes jingled and jangled, gently calling to the 
happy sprites of Christmas night. Taking lovingly wrapped gifts from a dusty, moth eaten sack, he filled the 
stockings which hung from the hearth. Each was carefully stitched with a name, patiently waiting for when the 
Elf would come. Mom, Dad, David, Dave. Excitement knotted in his stomach, making him tremble and shiver and 


chuckle with cheer. For, to the Elf, this was what Christmas was all about. 


Swiping the furry red hat from his head, he wiped his brow and scratched his scalp, surveying his work. Gifts 
were in place and the table was laid. The tree was laden with baubles and lights, twinkling away on this darkest 
of nights. Candles stood to attention, waiting to be lit while little red bowls were filled with tasty confections. 
From the door frame hung a sprig of freshly picked mistletoe, waiting for Ma and Pa to have the first 
Christmas smooch. Everything was perfect and ready for dawn. Replacing the hat, he looked to the window, 
watching Jack Frost dance over the glass. There was one thing which remained to be done, and with a click of 
his fingers it came with a whoosh. Beyond the pane, the snow began to fall, burying the land beneath rolling 
white drifts. 


Placing his hand against to the window, he whispered, "Now Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen On, 
Comet! On, Cupid! on, on Donner and Blitzen! To the top of the porch! to the top of the walll Now dash away! 
Dash away! Dash away alll" 


With an excited chuckle, the lithe young Elf dashed for the stairs, the clock striking midnight as he made for 
his bed. 


woun 


Buried beneath the sheets, he dreamed dreams of Christmas morn. Dreams which had not changed from when 
he was young. They were dreams of happiness and love. Dreams of turkey and stuffing. Dreams of sugar 
plums dancing through his head. He may have been twenty but the excitement of Christmas refused to die. 


In the morning he'd sneak Christmas kisses with his boyfriend beneath the mistletoe and Elliot would arrive 
laden with gifts. 


Somewhere in the house, his boyfriend slumbered, the thought of him warming the young Elfs heart. 
Tomorrow would come and they could celebrate Christmas in the traditional way. There would be feasting and 
songs and bad jokes from his father. For a day their worries would die and hope would flourish to life. 


Dreams of hot kisses mingled with those of the pies, greetings murmured for only his ears to hear. As the 
Sandman kept weaving his spell, an early Christmas gift slipped in silently beside him. He didn't stir as it 
slithered around him, hands and lips and warm silky tongue beginning to weave their own Yuletide magic. 
Beneath pajamas they roamed, seeking tender young flesh, placing kisses to hips and sucking on nips. Deep in his 
slumber, the Elf gave a chuckle. His hands wound into waves of sunny-blonde hair and he writhed on the bed, 
dreams of the erotic filling his head. 


A Santa of a different kind appeared in his mind, one with locks of the brightest sunset red. Like smoke in the 
wind, it coiled and flared, before gently settling over his lap like freshly dropped snow. The lips found a new 
place to tease and torment, licking and nipping at his tightening groin. his chuckles turned to moans and his 
moans turned to groans as the mouth worked along his hardening cock. Lips licked over throbbing veins and 
lapped at the slit, while angel-gentle fingers worked at his hole. Back and forth they moved, awakening nerves, 


and deep in his sleep he gave out a cry. 


For in his dreams, he lay on a drift of white snow, legs spread wide. Before him knelt his boyfriend, a grin on 
his face. 


"Lie still and don't speak. I'm going to make your Yuletide dreams come true." 


And then, flame-haired St Nick began sucking his dick. He writhed and he whined, the feelings divine. They 
washed over him like tiny fire crackers against his skin. Opening an eye, he watched the fiery head move, 
slippery warm saliva getting into every groove. Never before had he felt such ecstasy, the man in his lap 
bringing it forth. He moaned and he cried; he wanted it all. Wanted to fly to heaven and never to fall. It felt like 
a million years since his dick had last been sucked. And on this Christmas day it was the fiery man who bowed 


to his needs. 
But all of a sudden he crashed back to earth with an all mighty thud. 


Opening his eyes, he looked around The room was bare, there was no body there. It was a dream! And nothing 


morel 


He whined with despair for his cock was still hard. No one to take care of it except for himself. Reaching 
beneath the blankets, he stretched out his fingers, seeking his tender flesh. Touching something that wasn't 
himself, he gasped with shock and drew back the covers. 


And there, buried by his toes, was the grinning red-haired Kriss Kringle. 
"Now little Elf, be still and be silent. For | have woken you to give you a gift” 


With curious, wide eyes he lay and he watched as the bringer of tidings lowered his head. Plump warm lips 
closed around his aching dick and the feelings of before came flooding back quick Biting his fingers, he gave a 
groan as an expert tongue wrapped around his cock. It lapped and it licked and it tickled and teased. Aching with 
the love of the early Christmas morn, he buried his hands in the curls of hair. Easing the mouth lower, he 
mumbled and hissed. Closer he came to the edge of pleasure, willing it to come and carry him away. The 
tongue and the lips were too much to handle and a heartbeat later he gave a small cry. His breath came in 
pants and his creamy white come was swallowed with glee. Tender kind hands stroked his trembling limbs and 


lips kissed their way to his gently curved ears. 


"Merry Christmas, little Elf” 


He smiled and sighed and wound his hands in the orange-red hair. Lavishing kisses on the welcoming lips, he 


wrapped his legs around skinny hips. 


Clasping his lover's head, he fell back to the bed. Kissing the redhead's nose, he mused, "Merry Christmas to 


us, and to us a good day!" 


